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THE TWO JOSEPHS. 
| First Joseph. 
CONCEIVE me, if you can, 
A COBDEN-and-BRIGHT young man, 
A radical wonder 
| Of fury and thunder, 
A red republican ; 
| Who thinks that war’s a woe 

To which we should not go, 
Describing as gory 
The cabinet Tory 
| Of SALISBURY and Co. 
A down-with-the-Lords young man, 
An up-with-myself young man, 

A viciously rancorous, 

Rather cantankerous, 
Very sharp-tongued young man. 

















Second Joseph. 
Conceive me, if you can, 
An utterly changed young man, 
Who thinks it a glory 
To rank as a Tory 
And fight in the Jingo van; 
A soul that soars on wings 
| With lords and queens and kings, 
And now never mentions 
Such matters as pensions 
Or mere parochial things. 





| 
| A noble-souled young man, 
ALEXANDER-the-Great young man, 
A most ministerial, 
Ultra-imperial, 
Trumpet-and-drum young man. 
First Joseph. 
A home-affairs young man, 
A water-and-gas young man, 
A nuisance-inspectoring, 
Chairman-directoring, 
Brummagem-mayor young man. 
| Second Joseph. 
A foreign-affairs young man, 
| A paint-the-map-red young man, 
A fierce blood-and-thundering, 
Set-the-world-wondering, 
Grab-what-you-can young man. 


First Joseph. An angel-of-peace young man, 
Second Joseph. A devil-of-war young man, 
i Mika i First Joseph. A live-the-democracy, 
deli 1 | 1" Second Joseph. Old aristocracy, 
Ensemble. Much-in-the-way young man. 


) {hy hi 1 
| 


| 
| 
{4} | 


( ce, 
Ss 


Ss 
—_ 4 


CE Wate: 
( 





Ny 
7 








AT THE COUNTY BALL. 


NOTE BY OUR OWN IRREPRESSIBLE ONE 


Tue Gricssy Girts AND MINNIE DospBLEs HAVE GONE UNDER THE CARE OF Mrs. | (still being pursued).—Q. Why is billiards 
RippLiInG-CHATTERTON, BUT THEY CONSIDER SHE HAS ONLY A VAGUE IDEA OF THE DUTIES 
OF A CHAPERONE. 


a most amatory game? A. Because it is 
full of kissesiand misses. 
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THE MILLIONAIRE BUSINESS. 
l‘*Max Norpav has been giving some advice 
on how to become a millionaire... . It is not such 
a difficult matter after all. He must possess the 
instinct of a beast of prey—nothing higher.” 
Westminster Gazette. } 
THERE is money in the bowels of the earth, 
There is money in the water and the air, 
And you’ve merely got to make‘it 
In sufficiency, I take it, 
To become an independent millionaire. 
If you ’ll only give attention 
To the points that I will mention, 
It is easy to become a millionaire. 


Think of money, money, money, day and 
night, 


and share, 
You must never let your fancies 
Wander far from your finances 
If you ever hope to be a millionaire ; 
For ideals are quixotic, 
And are simply idiotie 
In a man who wants to be a millionaire. 


If you havea bogus business on your hands, 
Noble profits may be made of it, with care, 
For I’ve got a little notion 
That in company promotion 
Lies the secret to become a millionaire. 
Other folk must bear your crosses 
In the shape of money losses 
If you’d be a bondi fide millionaire. 


The widow and the orphan, what are they ? 
Do not listen to the working-man’s despair. 
If you only get their savings, 
Do you think their little ravings 
Will be able to affect a millionaire ? 
Do you dream that such a trifle 
As another’s starving wife ’ll 
Inconvenience a well-fed millionaire ? 


No, I haven’t tried the trick as yet myself 
For I question if it’s altogether fair, 
But no doubt were I inclined to 
Turn the forces of my mind to 
It, 1’d very soon become a millionaire. 
As explained to you already 
It is very simple—crede 
Inexperto—to become a millionaire. 








THE NINTH OF NOVEMBER, CHARLES 
DICKENS, AND THE LORD MAYOR. 
“THE old churches in the city,’’ says 

DICKENS in his delightful Uncommercial 

Traveller, *‘ yet echo te the time when 

the City of London really was London. . . 

When even the Lord Mayor himself was 

a Reality—not a Fiction conventionally 

be-puffed on one day in the year by illus- 

trious friends, who no less conventionally 
laugh at him on the remaining three hun- 
dred and sixty-four days.’’ 








MODERN METAMORPHOSES. 

An American paper states that at a recent fashion- 
able assembly every guest had to declare what 
other form of animal life he or she would take. 

SoME folk would change their present 

state 

And eats or dogs would be, 

And some with dormice hibernate, 
Some soar like swallows free, 

And others swim beneath the wave 
Of some cool stream or sea, 

And others Arctic terrors brave— 
Such change is not for me! 


I would not be a pet gazelle, 











Be your dreams of money-market, stock 


55 
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vase? 








Gran pa Macpherson. ‘‘How MANY DOES Two 
Gran'pa. ‘‘ WHAT ARE YE TALKING ABOUT ? 


Donald. ‘* Yes, I KNow ; BuT I THOUGHT Yot 


AND Two MAKE, DoNALp?” 
Two AND Two MAKE Fovr.” 
7’p ‘BEAT ME DOWN’ 














Donald. ‘* Sx.” 


A BIT!” 





Nor be a winkle in a shell, 
Nor lobster-claw unfold ; 
I would not be a golden fish, 
Nor heavenward lark-like rise, 
But if I had my present wish, 
A spider catching flies ! 








TRAVELLERS’ TALES. 
First Traveller (in the smoking-room). I | 
think the most marvellous sight I ever 
saw was when I was crossing the Bight of 
Benin. You know the Bight ? 
Second Traveller. Perfectly. 
sea-serpents there last year. 
Third Traveller. I landed hard by when 


Shot two 





Nor e’en a chamois bold, 


— 


I cycled across Africa. 


|Oh! 


First Traveller. Well, it was there we 
sighted a man who had crossed from 
Buenos Ayres on a hen-coop, with a cotton 


| umbrella for a sail, and—— 


Other Travellers (jealously, in chorus). 
Come, I say! 

Quiet Man (in corner). Oh, I’ll vouch 
for the truth of the assertion. 

First Traveller (nettled). How’s that? 

Quiet Man. Why, I was the man. 
[Company disperses. 





INTERESTING SMALL TALK.—The wedding 
trousseau of the Hon. and Gay Miss Q. is 
on view in the front-window of Liberty 
Hall. Inspection on presentation of carte 
de visite to attendant policeman. 
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A NICE BEGINNING. 


THE ABOVE Is NoT A FRENCH BULL-FIGHT, BUT MERELY THE UNPLEASANT ADVENTURE Mr. JOPLING EXPERIENCED ON OUR OPENING 
Day, WHEN A SKITTISH ALDERNEY CROSSED HIM AT THE FIRST FENCE. 
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ANY SCHOOLBOY TO ANY FOND MAMMA. 


DEAR Mater, this is very rough, that you 
Who say you love me—and of course you do— 

A jolly sight too much, Old MuGs would say— 
Should go and all your promises forget ! 
Half-term, you know, is precious near, and yet 

You haven’t sent that hamper on its way. 
I’m fading fast—I know it! Might I save, 
Gladly I would, the tips kind people gave 

Me t’other day, and buy myself some food. 
But that’s no go. Or rather, I should say, 

It fairly takes the cake the awful way 

That tin does go. All mine, in fact, is blued. 
I’m working jolly hard all round this term, 
Even the music-master, who ’s a worm, 

Has said, ‘‘ You haf ver well begun to blay.’ 
Ah, couldst thou only hear me play one tune 
(I’m just dead nuts on music), not so soon 

With thee would parting promises fade away! 


, 


I hope you'll notice how my style’s improved ; 
I’ve read a skish of books since I’ve been moved 
Into this form. There’s one chap bad to beat— 
To write like him, you twig, ’s my latest boom, 
A rummy poet-bloke called BROWNING, whom 
I don’t suppose you ’ve heard of. He’s a treat. 


Read KIPLING’s book? Those sharps were wide awake— 
Too grown-up-clever by half. Our House ’d make 
Stalky, McTurk, and Beetle sit up—some— 
Shirking their games to smoke and such-like rags ! 
Stalky and Co. weren’t kicked enough, when fags. 
Rotters like that would catch it here, my gum! 
Well, now about that hamper. Chickens, ham— 
You know the sort of tack—some home-made jam, 
Choes, apples, biscuits—plenty of ’em, too— 
Sardines are useful. Tell the cook to bake 
An ‘‘ extry-speshul ’’ numble-number cake, 
And—all the other things I’ll leave to you. 


No more at present, Mater. Time for Prep. 
The bell’s begun to ring, and [’ve some rep. 
And lots of con. to mug—Euripides. 
Best love to all. Excuse that inky mess— 
BROWN jogged my arm. Your loving Tom. P.S. 
You won't forget that hamper, will you, please. 


P.S. That brute, Old MuGs—he is a beast— 
I didn’t really cheek him in the least— 
Threatened to-day in math. to get me swished. 
P.S. I’m sure that you’ll be glad to hear 
I’ve taken to my winter under-wear, 
Those nice warm extra-thick ones, as you wished. 


[Mater, blissfully ignorant of connection between two last post- 
scripts, says, *‘ Good boy! ’’ and duly forwards hamper. 








‘*La Chasse.” 
(A Shakspearian Epitaph on a Hen-Grouse.) 


‘* Moor, she was chased ; she loved thee, cruel moor.”’ 











| A WELL-EARNED ‘‘ BENEFIT.”’—Mrs. JOHN BILLINGTON’S Farewell 
| Testimonial Benefit is to take place at the Lyceum Theatre on 
| November 28. It is a matinée. Excellent work has this good 
actress done in her time, and never was JEFFERSON’s Rip Van 
| Winkle suited witha better representative of the hard but much- 
| tried wife than when Mrs. BILLINGTON, the present bénéficiaire, 
played the part. Long was her name associated with those of 
lour leading actors, and rarely was ‘‘ JOHNNIE’’ TOOLE better 
|seconded than when Mrs. BILLINGTON gave ‘‘ more power to his 
|elbow.’’ Mr. Punch trusts that her benefit at the Lyceum 
Theatre, on the afternoon of November 28, will be a bumper, 
and that the clever actress may long live to enjoy the fruits of 
her professional labours, the company of her many friends, and 
the esteem of the theatre-going public. The box-office at the 
Lyceum is open on November 7, and cheques should be made 
payable to Mr. C. L. CarRsON or Mr. BRICKWELL, Honorary 
Treasurers. 
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VITA BREVIS AQUA PURA. 


[Madame Keexnorr, of Brussels, grieved that there should be no good song 
in praise of water, and adverse to alcoholic liquors, has offered the magnificent 
sum of £1 for a suitable ditty. Our poet, therefore, enters for the prize.] 
I WILL not sing of eau de vie, 
Nor laud the vulgar twang of gin, 
No rum or whiskey pour for me, - 
Nor ale nor port from cobwebbed bin. 
Avaunt! pernicious frothy wine 
That bathes in yonder icebound pail, 
For me no bantling of the vine, 
When I can quaff old ADAM’s ale! 


What though the grim bacillus lurk 
About my modest beaker’s lip, 
Shall I my bounden duty shirk, 
And fear the unseen traitor’s grip! 
No! no! I’ll drain it and resound 
Its eulogy both far and near, 
For shall I not have Madame’s pound 
To liquidate my watered bier ? 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Mr. JoHN ASHTON, who has thrown much light on the 
picturesque byeways of social life in the reign of Queen ANNE, 
supplements it by a series of thumb-nail sketches of Social 
England Under the Regency (CHAT¥O AND WINDUS). The plan of 
compilation is simple and effective. Mr. ASHTON hunts up the 
newspapers, pamphlets, and squibs of the period, snips out 
the spicy bits, and connects them bya rapid narrative. The 
letterpress is illustrated by nearly a hundred sketches, being 
reproductions of contemporary popularart. There is, of course, 
a good deal of chat about the Regent, including the account of 
his installation, and his solemn oath ‘in all things to consult 
and maintain the safety, honour, and dignity of His Majesty, 
and the welfare of his people.’’ It is pleasing to know that 
‘* during the ceremony His Royal Highness maintained the most 
graceful and dignified deportment.’’ Still preserving this, 
H.R.H. within four years increased his debts to the round 
sum of £1,480,600. The following year, 1816, H.R.H. growing fat 
and secant of breath, the royal yacht was refitted for his use, at a 
cost of £60,000, of which £13,500 was spent upon gilding. 
Apart from the charms of royal society, my Baronite makes the 
acquaintance of BLUCHER, the Pig-faced Lady, SHERIDAN, JOANNA 
SoutucotT, the Calculating Boy, and an interesting circle of 
body-snatchers. 

The Ship, Her Story (CHATTO AND WINDUS) is told by W. CLARK 
RUSSELL, than whom none is better qualified for the pleasant 
task. ‘‘Mere prattle,’’ he calls it, ‘‘dropped as we wander 
about the ship-building yard.’’ But the prattle of a man who 
knows what he is talking about and has the gift of graphic 
description is the pleasantest way of communicating knowledge. 
Tarpaulined, sou’-westered, sea-booted, CLARK RUSSELL, stand- 
ing on the bridge of Time, surveys the progress and growth of 
ship-building from the Ark to the Oceanic. He could scarcely 
have been a contemporary of the first craft. Nevertheless he is 
able to supply some interesting, and, to my Baronite, quite 
novel particulars of its build. The burden of the Ark as 
registered at the Lloyd’s of the day was, he says, 15,000 tons, 
7,000 less than the Great Eastern. NOAH, when he laid his keel 
(in the yard of Patrick CarrD, B.C., afterwards of Greenock), 
had ever in view the nature of his cargo. ‘‘ Unless the animals 
were stalled,’’ CLARK RUSSELL shrewdly remarks, ‘‘a sudden 
panic amongst them would occasion a dangerous list.’’ NOAH 
seems to have provided against this by building his extra- 
ordinary stables on a gigantic spoon-shaped hull. The volume 
is illustrated by half a hundred drawings by Mr. SEPPINGS 
WRIGHT, worthy the picturesque charm of the letter-press. 
That is high praise. 

G. A. HENTY’S many youthful schoolboy friends will welcome 
with delight their favourite author’s latest works, entitled 
Won by the Sword (BLACKIE AND Son), a brilliant historical 
romance, effectively illustrated by CHARLES T. SHELDON, and 
A Roving Commission, with illustrations by WILLIAM RAINEY, 
R.I. What an appropriate name for a water-colour painter, 
Rainey ! Peace and quiet, quoth my Assistant Baronitess, 
during the holidays can be ensured by presenting the school- 
boy with these delightful volumes. Captain F. S. BRERETON’S 
With Shield and Assegai, will delight the most insatiable story- 
devourer, for it is brimming over with thrilling adventures and 











escapades. No boy who loves adventures should be satisfied 








HORRIBLE SITUATION! 


Artist (to friend whom, in the absence of the professional Model, he is 
utilising). ‘‘ ALL RIGHT, OLD MAN. Don’r MOVE, WHATEVER YOU 
po! Ir’s ONLY MY SISTERS AND SOME OTHER GIRLS COME IN TO 
Tea. LET ME INTRODUCE You.” 

[Dismay of friend, who is rather particular about his appearance. 





till he has added this interesting story to his collection. On 
arriving at the last page of SARAH TYTLER’S A Loyal Little 
Maid, my Junior Baronitess feels that none will feel they have 
wasted time in making themselves acquainted with this little 
girl, who suffers so much for those she loves. 

Home and School. ANDREW HoMeE’s The Spy in the School 


(R. CHAMBERS) will be read with interest by boys. The spy in 


this case is one of the masters, a most objectionable person who 
practises hypnotism to an unpleasant degree. Our boy readers 
will unanimously agree that he richly deserves the fate which 
befalls him. 

The Junior Baronitess heartily welcomes The Rosebud Annual 
for 1900. (JAMES CLARKE & Co.) Various artists and authors 
have contributed to it. It is full of funny stories and equally 
funny pictures which will amuse little people for any length 
of time. 

Who wrote the deathless verses attributed to Mother Goose ? 
Three countries, America, France, and England, claim to be the 
birthplace of the nameless poet. Mr. FRANK BAUM, leaving the 
question unsolved, has taken the best known of the verses and 
told Mother Goose in Prose (DUCKWORTH). It is a ticklish task 
meddling with classics. He has performed it excellently well, 
his prose being full of humour and fancy. The volume is 
illustrated with equal originality and merit. Regarded as a 
Christmas Goose suitable for carving in the nursery, it comes 
out in good time. 

My Assistant Baronitess says she laughed heartily over the 
delightfully funny illustrations of Rag Tag and Bob Tail (GRANT 
RICHARDS), by EDITH FARMILOE, with equaily amusing verses 
by WINIFRED PARNELL, and she recommends it thoroughly to 
young or old who enjoy a good laugh. 

Young April, by EGERTON CASTLE (Messrs. MACMILLAN) needs no 
other pictures than those artistically painted in words by the deft 
hand of the author, who is a brilliant colourist and a master of 
romance. The interest is thoroughly sustained from start to 
finish. A work highly recommended by THE BARON DE B.-W. 
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Exasperated Old Gentleman 
WANT TO SEE. Your Hatr——” 


to Lady in front 


A 


\ 


THE POINT OF VIEW. 


of him). ‘* ExcusE ME, MADAM, BUT MY SEAT HAS CosT ME TEN SHILLINGS, AND | 
The Lady. ‘My Har was cost ME TEN Gurmveas, Sir, AND I WANT IT TO BE SEEN!” 








RUDYARD AUSTIN. 


With their domestic wants ’tis ALFRED'S 


hope 


With claims of wife or wench ‘tis ALFRED'S 
hope 


[In attempting to paraphrase The Absent-minded |To sce your cornucopias cope, cope, cope! | To see your cornucopias cope, cope, cope! 


Beggar for the use of those who prefer what the 


Chronicle calls the “ultra-classical bent”’ of the} Wives he may have, our THOMAS, one or 


Poet Laureate, Mr. Punch’s Depreciator is anxious 


more, 


not to seem to cast any sort of ridicule upon the | Whose nuptial knot the callous powers 


object of Mr. KrpLina’s latest poem, written to 
serve a need which has the sincerest sympathy of 
all hearts. ] 

“ Arma virumque cano.’’— Aeneidos, L., 1. 


WHEN Rule Britannia rings through hut 
and hall, 

And men have sung God Save the Queen 
withal ; 

When has been whet the keen invective’s 
sword 

Against Meridian Afric’s tyrant lord ; 

Spare not your largesse for his kin who plies 

The legionary’s task in tan-hued guise ! 

Vague in his views, a man of errant thought, 

His best endeavours oft with frailty 
fraught ; 

Yet with a conscience facile to forego 

The judgment of or us or yonder foe ; 

Southward, to clean our ’scutcheon, see 
him wind, 

Leaving his loved impediments behind ! 


Scion of Atheling or of kitchen-drone, 





Claimant perchance to ALFRED’S ALFRED’S | 


throne— 
Five tens of thousands in each other’s train 


ignore ; 

From which unchartered wedlock—who 
shall say ?— 

Some offspring may have seen the light of 
day, 

Who needs the warmth Prometheus first 
conveyed, 

With solvent hearth, and Ceres’ homely 
aid. 

Doubtless 
whom 

He held high 
gloom! 

Wrong? was it wrong? I only know they 

grieve 

miss the 

sleeve, 

Who to our 
assigned 

The loved impediments he left behind. 


are left some damosels with 


converse in the devious 


To pressure of his ambient 


eare with careless trust 


Heir to an Ealdorman or kitchen-thrall— 

These crust-distinctions shall we now 
recall ? 

What boots it though he left his licensed 
sire 


They press athwart the ship-encumbered | ’"Twixt Wapping barmaids serving Bacchic 


plain ; 


fire ? 





Myriad the matrons who, in utmost 
need, 

Are nerved by pride to nor complain nor 
plead! 

Their dear 
doom 

To lie as pledges with a local Oom. 

Their brave breadwinner absent, serves 
but ill 

The nation’s pittance, practically nil! 

Vague in his views, a man of errant 
thought, 

He waited not in corners to be sought, 

When summgned, much like sturdy CIN- 
CINNATUS, 

To leave across his toil a crude hiatus ; 

Nor lagged to haggle as to who should 
mind 

The loved impediments he left behind. 


Penates rather would they 


Life-work of feudal lord or simple serf, 
Toilers that race upon, or mow, 
turf; 

Ceasing their several labours forth they 
range 
From ecurie 

grange ! Ae 
Come, with their kindred’s wants tis 
ALFRED’S hope 
To see your cornucopias cope, cope, cope! 


the 


and mart and _ moated 
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BRITANNIA CONSOLATRIX. 


“TI WILL TAKE CARE OF YOU! YOUR MAN HAS GONE TO DO HIS DUTY—AND I WILL DO MINE!” 
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So shall we face him with reproachless 
hands 

(if anything this meaneth) when he lands. 

And as returned our Roman, having 
whacked . 

The Aequian foe, to find his plough intact, 

Likewise should THOMAS, Victor, view 
with pride 

His former pair of shoes unoccupied ! 

Vague, as I said,—a man of errant thought, 

And apt, when hurt, to say, ’Tis naught ! 
’tis naught ! 

Yet, by our ‘‘ flag, inflexible as Fate,”’ 

Shall it be said that we have relegate — 

To pauper’s rations, we, his kith and kind, 

Those loved impediments he left behind ? 




























































Mansion of Croesus, pastry-monger’s cot, 

Villa of Earl, in all a vacant spot! 

Five tens of thousands in each other’s train 

They move athwart the ship-encumbered 
main ! 

Le! with the wants of these, their country’s 


hope, y 
I bidfyour cornucopias cope, cope, cope! 





THE TOWN WHERE ILL-TEMPERED WIVES 
SHOULD END THEIR DAys.—Shrewsbury. 





Motto FOR LIVERPOOL.—Docks et pre- 
terea nihil. 





MR. PUNCH’S MUSEUM. 
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Smith (referring to the horse), ‘*‘THEY TELL ME SHE’S THE FASTEST LITTLE THING IN THE 
County.” Jones (referring to the lady). ‘INDEED? I’M SORRY TO HEAR THAT. AND 
SHE A Parson’s DAUGHTER, TOO!” 





7S J They can batter down a fortress 
7S BOTS WS BLUE. While the silent quid they chew, 
And set ashore they ’!] do yet more, 
The lads, who wear the blue. 


{In the bombardment of Ladysmith the Boer | 
batteries were silenced by the guns of the Naval 
detachment under Captain the Hon. HEpworTH | 


LaMBTON, of H.M.S. Powerful, ] They ’re not good at makin’ charges, 











THERE are ’eroes in the regiments Nor at scullin’ trains like barges, 
Be they foot or be they ’orse, But they know the use of powder when its 
And they ’ll fight by day or night fired full and free ; 
And not mind the loss, of course; If they’re wanted they are ready, 
I’m one who’s proud to see ’em And as land-crabs they are steady, 
Goin’ out to do their due, For the honour of the Queen’s Navee! 
But don’t forget when scrappin ’s set 
The lads, who wear the blue. ? 
‘ Father of eligible Bride (to Medical 
They're not good at bein’ bosses, Aspirant). Well, Sir, and what are your 
: They don’t straddle bloomin’ ’osses, prospects ? 
Tue BULLER Fire Screen. Py do they — fate kharkee ; Medical Aspirant. I need scarcely re- 
A fine strong specimen of military desi : ut they ’ve just the sort o goin’ mind you, Sir, that I live in the centre of 
able against a hot fire. aoddiyieton eek That it takes a deal of knowin a Rugby football circle, and that the 
much used in various climates, it remains as good For the poundin’ of the enemee! season has just commenced. 


asnew. Now on loan to South Africa (where it 


Nuptials sanctioned on the spot. 
was partly made, and where its value is known), There are gunners on the ocean wave  atted ' 








= an educational tour, from which Mr. Punch Their work is shootin’ straight, 
a to receive it back undamaged and with added} And they ’ll smite by day or night THE LATEST ARMOURED TRAIN.—One 








If the others only wait ; worked on the Bloch system. 
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THE SITUATION. 


British Workman. ‘‘Sre THAT Pink, BILL ? 


THAT’S oUR’N. SEE 
It ’LL ALL BE PINK soon!” 


THAT GREEN? THAT’S THEIR'N. 








“GO IT, MY TULIP!” 


CoUuLD the united forces of early nineteenth century slang, 
picturesque scenery, bright costumes, artistic stage-manage- 
ment, and excellent acting achieve success for a pseudo-idyllic 
play, lacking both in human interest and dramatic situation, 
then Mr. and Mrs. CyRIL MAUDE, Mr. FREDERICK-SOLE-LESSEE- 
HARRISON, and their first-rate company at the Haymarket 
Theatre, would at once have achieved the greatest possible 
success for The Black Tulip, as dramatised by Mr. SYDNEY 
GRUNDY from La Tulipe Noire of ALEXANDRE DUMAS. 

The love scenes in it are delightful, though it is to Miss 
WINIFRED EMERY that their charm is mainly due. The Isaac 
Boxtel of Mr. KINGHORNE is a trifle too melodramatic: the 
character is too petty an area sneak to be credited with the 
tragic attitudes of a Macbeth. Mr. SYDNEY VALENTINE makes 
such a strong personality of the brutal gaoler, Gryphus, as one 
does not easily forget: he is villainously good. The ‘‘ Dogberry 
and Verges ’’ business, most amusing at first, between Meester 
Van Spennen and his clerk, is very soon overdone and becomes 
dangerously wearisome. Hamlet’s advice to the clowns, like 
the fifth of November, ‘‘ should never be forgot,’’—especially by 
such a couple of ‘‘Guys’’ as are these two queer figures of fun, 
so quaintly represented by Mr. SAM. JOHNSON and Mr. BREWER. 
But, Mr. GRUNDY, why drag in ‘‘ chose jugée’’ and the old story 
of the stupid judge’s summing up? Both pointless. 

On Mr. FREDERICK HARRISON, as William of Orange, is laid the 
responsibility of the success or failure of the undramatic story. 
He is the Deus ex machina with William of Orange’s nose. The 
likeness is excellent: the success of the nose is the triumph of 
the part and of the piece. Through that nose he conquers all 


MERRICK, 


denounce the villain already unmasked by Rosa—the Rosa whon ! 
Cornelis van Baerle will now cultivate in preference to his 
Tulipa; it is Dutch William’s nose that commands the attention 
of the audience from the moment he enters until the fall of the | 
curtain; it is Dutch William who, always assisted by his nose | 
which gives point to everything he says and does, has to pardon | 
the supposed traitor, to conciliate the audience which is neyer | 
very amicably disposed towards a representative of the Roya] | 
Dutchman, and who has to win every one over to his side by 
uttering a kindly sentiment, always through his hooked nose, | 
doing an act of cheap but effective generosity utterly impossible | 
without that remarkable nose, and, finally, by uniting the lovers | 
and awarding the prize for the black tulip to its legitimate | 
producer. Bravo! William of Orange! Hero nasal and military! | 
The tableau on which the curtain descends is a triumph of | 
contrasted colour and artistic grouping, which sends away ap | 
audience delighted. ik 

At the Vaudeville. The Elixir of Youth, by Sts and| 
is still going at this theatre as strong as an| 
elixir of youth should make it go. Capitally acted all round, 
Mr. GEORGE GIDDENS excellent, Miss FLORENCE Woop very funny, 
and Miss ELLIS JEFFREYS at her best. Miss NESVILLE sparkling, 
and all the ladies as bright as possible. The three young men, 
Messrs. FERRIS, YORKE, and ATHERLEY, are a trio not to be beaten 
anywhere. It has now been running for some time, but the 
effervescence is still there, the sparkle of the dialogue is as fresh 
as ever, and the piece throughout is received with uproarions | 
laughter. There is not the slightest sign of decadence in The 
Elixir of Youth, the results of which must satisfy even the melo- 
dramatic author, Mr. GEORGE SIMS, gifted inventor of Thatcho, | 
the Long-lost Hair Restorer. 











SUPERFLUOUS WOMAN. 
“T know nothing about automobiles, Why should there be a ladies’ club? | 
Why cannot ladies belong to the Automobile Club? At present they cannot 
do anything useful, and they are very expensive.” — The Countess of Warwick.) 
As I brooded in my study all apart, 
There were notions that occasionally stole 
Through the secret inner chambers of my heart 
And the intricate recesses of my soul. 
Just the notions, be it noted, which I have already quoted, 
Though I never, never dared avow them yet ; 
No, my infant thoughts I smothered till I found they had been 
mothered 
By a real living Countess in Debrett. 





| 
| 
| 
} 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


What a knowledge she betrays of womankind ! 
What a perfect comprehension of its ways ! 
What an insight into all the female mind! 
What a mastery of all its little traits! 
Woman’s useless! She has dared to speak the truth | never 
eared to, 
And she adds a golden truth, must not be lost : 
Those whose wardrobes are extensive must be terribly expensive— 
And the Earl, I doubt not, knows it to his cost. 








HOW A REVERSE IS MET ACROSS THE CHANNEL. 
(According to Precedent.) 

THEY would have called upon the Ministry to resign. 

They would have marched along the Boulevards shouting | 
patriotic songs. 

They would have cheered the army, and come into contact with 
the police. 

They would have broken the windows of the Elys¢e. 

They would have followed the carriage of the President with 
yells of execration. 
They would have demanded war with Great Britain on account 
of the comments of the English Press. 
They would have declared themselves betrayed, and every- 
body and anybody a traitor. 

They would have let off fireworks in honour of a pr 
revolution. 

They would have gone stark staring mad for a week or tet | 
days, reducing Government to chaos. , 

And then—not until then—they would have looked the disaster 
in the face, and attempted to set things quietly to rights. 


ojected 








WITH APoLoGizs To Lorp Roperts.—A leading factor in the 








opposition. Speaking through that nose, Dutch William has to 





present war crisis :—The Daily Telegraph ‘‘ Bobs.”’ 
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NEW WORDS FOR AN OLD TUNE. 
The Novelist to his Book :— 

'Tis the worst prose of Summer 
Left booming alone! 

All its brief reputation 
Quite faded and gone. 

On the book-shelves of MUbDiE 
Its name is forgot, 

And the false fickle Public 
Remembers it not. 


I'll not leave thee, thou lone one, 
To pine on the shelf ; 
I’m responsible for thee, 
I wrote thee myself! 
So I’m thoughtfully turning 
Thy leaves o’er in bed, 
And while other men curse thee 
I bless thee instead. 


Though threadbare thy subject, 
Though slipshod thy style, 
Though the cynics deride thee, 

The erities revile, 
There is at my bankers’, 
I’m happy to see, 
A respectable balance 
Which represents thee! 








THE UNMUZZLING ORDER. 
(Another Point of View.) 

DEAR Mr. PuncH,—As a Maltese dog of 
undoubted pedigree, weighing seven 
pounds, eight ounces, I wish to protest 
against the cruel edict which has just de- 
prived Us of our muzzles. Thanks to that 
most injudicious change in the laws of this 
country, | now find myself utterly unable to 
show my nose in Grosvenor Square without 
fear of assault. For years, relying on the 
resolute firmness of Mr. Lona, [ have 
treated all dogs, of whatever size, with 
studied insolence and contempt. I have 
snarled at the ponderous mastitf, yapped 
at the dreaded bull-dog, and indulged in a 
pretence of combat with the quarrelsome 
fox-terrier. I have held my head high 
and feared no dog! 

Now, however, all this is changed. 
Every dog in the square goes abroad with 
his ugly nose unmuzzled looking for me, 
and burning to settle old scores. The 
insults, the taunts, the gibes my nimble 
wit has levelled at them are all remem- 


bered, and I go in fear of my life. Ever 
since the repeal of that humane and 


sensible measure, the muzzling order, | 
have resolutely refused to stir forth, and 
Ido not propose to do so until the havoe 
wrought among the choicest lap-dogs of 
Mayfair by this repeal compels Mr. LONG 
to once more grant us the protection of 
the muzzle. Am I to be devoured at a 
mouthful by a brutal St. Bernard at whom 
[have snarled securely for years because 
a legislator changes his mind? Am I to 
have my silken ears torn by a bull-dog, 
my glossy coat mauled by a retriever 
through the stupidity of a Board of Agri- 
culture? Never! If muzzles are no longer 
to protect me from the murderous assaults 
of unpedigreed curs, I shall give up walk- 
ing exercise altogether. I shall never 
take the air save in the secure retreat of 
a carriage. 

But I cannot believe that Mr. Lone will 
persist in this criminal enterprise. A 





petition from all the ladies whose pets are | 


endangered by this measure of repeal will 
surely be listened to. Meantime I sign 
myself Sorrowfully yours, 


Tiny. | and his colleagues platitudes ? 
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DIVERTING THE TRAFFIC! 








THE EVE OF THE NINTH. 
SceENE—Guildhall. TiIMeE—Midnight. 
City giants come to life. 


The 


Gog. Well, brother, here we are again, 
and to-morrow is Lord Mayor's day. 

Magog. Don’t use a phrase suggesting 
pantomime. 

Gog. But isn’t the annual function some- 
thing of a burlesque ? 

Magog. Certainly not, for a burlesque is 
ridiculous, and the City can never be that. 

Gog. Matter of opinion. It depends how 
one looks at the Lord Mayor and Corpora- 
tion, whether from the east or the west. 

Magog. The Lord Mayor and Corporation 
are a most important body. If you don’t 
believe me, hear what will be said about 
them when the First Magistrate entertains 
his guests. 

Gog. The speeches are only common 
form flummery. 

Magog. You have become blasé. Does it 
not please you to hear the toast of the 
army and navy received with enthusiasm ? 

Gog. I confess I am weary of hearing 
that our soldiers can go anywhere and do 
anything, and that our navy is simply 
first-rate. 

Magog. This year there will be some- 
thing fresh—a reference to the naval guns 
and gunners at Ladysmith. 

Gog. Of course. And why not? 
even that will be only common form. 

Magog. Quite so. And what is your 
objection tocommon form. Whyshouldn’t 
the Premier solemnly announce truisms, 
It amuses 


But 





the public, who fix their hopes upon the 
econtents-bills, and hurts no one. 

Gog. Again a matter of opinion. 

Magog. But the merits of the soup, at 
any rate, cannot be questioned. Turtle 
will always hold its own. 

Gog. And nowadays tobacco has become 
the fashion. Surely unnecessary. 

Magog. Why unnecessary ? 

Gog. Because there was quite enough 
smoke—thanks to the speeches ! 

(Conversation interrupted by the presence 
of ‘‘ strangers ’’ to lay the festive board for 
the morrow.) 











ONE WAY OF LOOKING AT IT. 

Mrs.Jawkins. Well, REGINALD, I do think 
you grow meaner and meaner every year. 

Mr. Jawkins. How so, my dear ? 

Mrs. Jawkins. Why, here are all the 
children going to bed erying because you 
wouldn’t give them five shillings a-piece 
to buy you presents for your birthday. I 
suppose that next you ’ll be expecting me 
to pay for them out of my paltry allow- 
ance! Bah! I’m ashamed of you! 








EAU INDEED !—According to a medical 
paper, soda-water is a cure for hunger. 
The following menu might therefore be 
adopted at the Guildhall Banquet to- 
morrow, and also at hydros and other 
watering-places :—Potage —Sodium-bicar- 
bonate. Poisson—Na HCO,, HO. Entrée— 
Soda-water. Entremet—Eau de Seltz. 
Ré6t—B. and S. without the B. Patisserie— 
Selters. Dessert—Split. Vins—Eau aérée, 
Apollinaris, siphon, gazeuse. 
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‘“Wuy pon’r you say ‘How po you po’ To THIS GENTLEMAN ?” 
*’'Cos I pon’r WANT TO KNOW HOW HE DOEs,” 





LORD ROSEBERY AT BATH. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Vagrant.) 


ALL hail, PRIMROSE! Here’s to you, plumpest and most 
pleasing ofall possible political boys, bravest of banner-bearers, 
and public orator (I forget who first made use of that striking 
phrase) to the entire British nation ! 

So you've come out of your shell at last; or rather, consider- 
ing the place you spoke at, like a Bath-bun that has chafed too 
long in enforced indolence, you’ve popped out of your glass 
case with a shout of heroic exultation. 

Mind, I don’t want to strain this bold simile too far (I know 
you ll pardon its boldness, being yourself a bold, dashing, and 
resolute fellow); I don’t want to imply for a moment 

That, for instance, you’re stuck full of sugar-rocks; or that 





railway passengers in want of a meal are likely to avoid you as 
being too filling at the price and altogether too much for mere 
ornament and show meant. 

No, no! Whatever the rest of the cold and heartless world 
may do, you at least will not misunderstand me, or read strained | 
meanings into the highly polished and academical verse of a 
young writer (by the way, isn’t it simply ripping to be young? | 
There seems to be a regular curse on age 

With all its responsibilities, its Derby-winners, its Non-| 
conformist consciences, Times copyrights, political !eaderships, | 
WILLIAM HARCOURTS, and general misunderstandings, so that, | 
on the whole, one prefers to be young, and not to be forced to 
figure as a personage.) 

However, let ’s cut the cackle and come to the ’osses—which, 
as you must acknowledge, is a perfectly proper quotation when 
you are talking to an owner of horses, 

Even if he happens to be one of those belted Earls who seem 
to surprise KIPLING by sometimes stepping down to mix with 
the untitled and act like mere human beings, a proceeding which 
of course is 

Highly gratifying to us, the cart-horse residuum, and extremely 
condescending on their part, so that the stony hearts of demo- 
crats are all but melted 








When they see so much human nature and true patriotic 








feeling in Dukes, who are gartered, and in Earls, who are 
not only gartered, but also blue-blooded and belted. 

Well, PRIMROSE, you’ve spoken; your foot’s down at last 
and it’s all over with everybody else, because, of course, when 
you tell us what ’s what, it is naturally even more than equivalent 
to finality ; 

And there never was an occasion when things were more final 
than they were the other day when you addressed the popula- 
tion of Bath, and the mayor and the municipality. 

You talked about the war, of course, and on the whole you 
led us to suppose that you were glad of it and thought it was q 
splendid and glorious war, and that because Mr. KRUGER gaye 
us a knock at Majuba we were bound to send out about a 
hundred thousand soldiers to give him and his thirty thousand 
farmers a knock back, 

One of our chief causes for fighting him and smashing his 
people into smithereens being that he and his nation had 
endeavoured, so you told us, to put the hands of the clock back, 

And then, having discussed these and other polemical matters, 
you implored the rest of us not to waste time in polemical 
discussion, 

Seeing that ours was a lonely little island floating in these 
northern seas (there wasn’t anything particularly touching in 
all that, was there? Most islands have a way of being more or 
less lonely, and if they don’t float, down they go and cease to 
be islands or anything else), and that we were viewed with 
jealousy by every surrounding nation, the French, the German, 
and (I’m coming to the end of the line at last) the Russian. 

And then, after giving vent to these tremendous and all but 
revolutionary sentiments, which you had, of course, every 
reason to believe were shockingly distasteful to your audience, 
to the Times, and the Daily News, and the rest of the Jingo 
newspapers, to the Music Halls, to the Stock Exchange, to 
warlike aldermen, and the crowds that have been raving as if 
they had lost their senses— 

After incurring all this animosity, you raised your arms with 
a noble gesture of self-sacrificing defiance, and said you didn’t 
eare a jot (what a grand, brave fellow you are!) if the doctrine 
was unpopular, and that for your part you were calmly prepared 
to face the consequences. 

I wonder if you would mind my telling you a little original 
fable that has just occurred to me? You see one is often able 

To get one’s points out better when one abandons the dusty 
road of dry narrative, and wanders into the bye-path of fable. 

There was once a highly-trained trick-poodle, quite a genius 
in his way, who, though he wasn’t much of a sporting dog 
himself, yet had an almost pathetic admiration for real sporting 
dogs such as harriers or fox-hounds, 

And had discovered exactly—it wasn’t after all a very difficult 
matter—what kind of proceeding pleases and what kind most 
generally shocks hounds. 

So one day they asked him to a meeting, and he trimmed up 
his rosettes—you know the ridiculous rosettes they leave on 
poodles when they shave them—and tied on his little red silk 
bow, a decoration he looked particularly bold and firm in, 

And made them a speech in which he courageously declared 
himself on the side of those who hunt and slay hares and foxes 
that had the audacity to want to live though they were nothing 
but vermin. 

And finally, with upraised paws, he said that these views 
might be unpopular, but that he himself didn’t care a tittle, 

His courage and his dog-like resolution being of the sort that 
was neither weak nor brittle ; 

And after adjuring them to be one kennel and to forget every- 
thing else, he sat down amid a regular storm of enthusiastic 
yappings ; 

And yelpings and barks of delight and a whirlwind of tail- 
waggings and a perfect furore of paw-clappings. 

So these honest hounds applauded the poodle-dog’s deathless 
courage, and one of them, who had studied his HORACE, quoted 
some lines, though he didn’t stop to explain ’em, ; 

Which ended with impavidum ferient ruin and began with 


justum et tenacem propositi canem. 
* * * 


* x 


There’s my little apologue, which, if not better than all 
others, is probably as good as most. It may amuse you and 
thus lighten your almost intolerable burdens, 

And in any case I dedicate it with deep respect to the Lord 
of DALMENY and MENTMORE and the DURDANS. 

As to the rest of your speech, and all the remarks you made 
both about GLADSTONE and CHATHAM, ; 

I shall have to reserve them for another occasion, 
shall have more time to get properly at ’em. 


when I 




















